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INTRODUCTION 

This little book is dedicated to the men in the 
"Big Ditch," as the Panama Canal, now rapidly 
nearing completion, is called. 

The terms "roughneck" and "husky" are not used 
in a disparaging sense ; on the contrary, the author 
is inspired by feelings of respect and friendship for 
the brave, hardy fellows who are facing the count- 
less dangers attendant upon such a gigantic under- 
taking as the piercing of the Isthmus of Panama 
and the joining of the Atlantic and Pacific Oceans. 

A feeble effort has been made to give the outside 
world an idea of the type of man now carrying to 
realization the dream of the lamented de Lesseps 
and the crowning ambition of the mighty Republic 
of the West. They are wonderful! Since the 
dawn of history no such body of builders has been 
brought together, and, probably never will again. 

It has been the privilege of the writer of these 
lines to live among these men for five years. He 
has found them men — men "in the rough;" big- 
hearted and courageous unto recklessness ; laughing 
at the nearness of death, and dying when their time 
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came, determined to face the "Grim Reaper" with- 
out flinching. 

Much has been written about the excellent health 
conditions in the Canal Zone, and great credit is due 
the Sanitary Department of the I. C. C. The coun- 
try traversed by the Canal has been made habitable. 
But Panama is Panama; and the hardy Northmen, 
despite their sanitary surroundings, are sweating 
under an alien sun whose rays act strangely upon 
them at times. 

The canal diggers earn every dollar they receive. 
They are risking their lives every day of the year. 
Comparatively few have gone the disease route, 
when we think of the awful days of the French. 
But when one of the big fellows goes he goes like a 
shot: Blast or Blackwater, it's all the same. 

Here's to you, my brave brothers ! May those of 
you who have "stuck to the job" be present at the 
opening, and have the great satisfaction of seeing 
your years of hard work rewarded by beholding the 
commerce of the world safely passing over the 
ground baptized with your sweat — ^aye, your blood ! 
And forever hallowed as the last resting place of 
those who fell in the battle. 
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"ROUGHNECK'S" LOVE LAY 

As I sit and hear the calling 

Of the jungle folk at night, 
While the dewdrops, gently falling, 

Mark the fleeting hours' quick flight. 

As the little midnight greetings 

Sound from mate to mate, 
To me come back our meetings 

At the rustic garden gate. 

Lovers' songs I hear a-ringing 
From the smoothly flowing brook; 

To their lady loves they're singing 
From each fragrance-laden nook. 

'Neath the Southern Cross, soft gleaming, 
From the azure-painted dome 
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I sit here ever dreaming 
Of a sweet face back at home. 

When the day's hard toil is over. 
And the stars shine from above, 

I can sense the swaying clover 
And my thoughts return to love. 

Jungle sweethearts, ever singing 
To their lady loves at night : 

I can hear the church bells ringing. 
And with joy my soul's alight. 

Mystic elfins of the gloaming, 
Your songs my heart doth thrill, 

For they tell me you are homing 
From flowing brook and jagged hill. 

So shall I some day a-homing 
Swiftly make a joyous flight, 

And rU end my days of roaming, 
Little sweethearts of the night 



8 



Panama Eou^lneck lBaUaD0 



THE "LURE OF THE TROPICS" 

The "Lure of the Tropics'* one hears of so fre- 
quently works its seductive influence here in old 
Panama, holding its victims happy prisoners. 

When the cities of what will be the terminals of 
the Panama Canal were quagmires, men spoke of 
"The lure of the Tropics" as they leaped across 
green-coated pools and dodged the flying mud from 
passing vehicles. Now that the fairy wand of the 
engineer has been waved over Colon and Panama, 
and God's pure air is free from the scents from 
accumulated human and other filth, the "Lure of 
the Tropics" in these parts is a real thing; and if its 
enchanting spell has been proportionately increased 
in power, it is because the hand of man has joined 
forces with Nature, the result being that man him- 
self has fallen deeper into the power of the balmy 
influence of the rain-cooled zephyrs, from blue seas 
and warm sun rays of even temperature in the midst 
of all the conveniences of modem civilization. What 
was once called a "pest hole" is now termed a 
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"health resort*' by the world's greatest sanitation 
expert. 

"Human derelicts," "tropical tramps/' "vaga- 
bonds," etc., are the names given to those victims of 
the "lure of the Tropics" who relax body and soul 
and surrender absolutely to the Enchantress. 

Panama has its share of these; huge, hairy Anglo- 
Saxons, who sprawl in the warm sunshine along the 
waterfront, flirting with the brown-eyed "cholitas," 
and sharing their last dime with the little sons of 
the country, whose skins are of all shades, from that 
rich brown which gives the "cholita" her charm 
(which is one of the principal lures of the tropics) 
to the deepest ebony, hereditary hue of the son of 
Ethiopia. 

Happy vagabonds! They nourish their weary 
bodies with the succulent plantain, and an occasional 
heaping dish of "frijoles," and, now and then, a 
little beef — and all the rum they can lay their hands 
on. The last is their ticket to the "long rest" in the 
land from whence no traveler hath returned, to 
date. 

The "Lure of the Tropics" is a dangerous thing 
when the moral structure of the native of colder 
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climes is frail. Now and then a Canal Man gets 
caught; but being of the right kind, he fights free 
again and goes back to his clean quarters and sub^ 
stantial food, and starts a new collection of postal 
money orders. 
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THE OLD CANAL MAN 

The Old Canal Man — What is he ? He is a wan- 
derer over the face of the earth, and the knocks he 
has received have endowed him with a goodly stock 
of worldly wisdom. He has hunted polar bears in 
the Arctic regions and wild hogs in the Tropics; 
prospected for gold from Patagonia to Dawson, and 
jumped from irrigation work in the Arizona desert 
to harvesting ice in Maine. He is a man whose 
experience has taught him many things, principal 
of which is a fair knowledge of his kind — man. 
The Old Canal Man is one of the few hundred who 
are at the point of the wedge in the canal work. 

Rough he is — rough of countenance and speech, 
but, like his kind the world over, always ready to 
share his last biscuit and slice of bacon with a hun- 
gry fellow traveler on Life's highway. He is sim- 
ple in thought and action, as all hard-working, hon- 
est men are. The struggle for survival has pre- 
vented him acquiring the craftiness of the scheming 
idler. But he is shrewd ! and the hard life he leads 
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has seasoned his shrewdness with philosophy — the 
philosophy of real life — ^not of books. He detests 
the false note in the voice of the rogue, and ob- 
serves instantly the furtive look in his eye — and 
hates him accordingly. His mind is an open book, 
and if yours is as open he is your friend at once, 
without going through the formality of asking your 
name. 

There are many of the "Old Canal Man" in the 
"Big Ditch :" They are the men who put the dyna- 
mite in the holes that tear away the sides of the 
mountains; who guide the ponderous steel buckets 
of the snorting steam shovels ; man the great power- 
ful locomotives that haul the spoil to the distant 
dump, handle the trains, build the concrete locks 
and spillways, and a multitude of other outdoor 
things that must be done before the first ship noses 
her way from Colon to Panama through what will 
be officially known as the Panama Canal. 

Come sunshine^ come rain ; be it midday or mid- 
night, he is on the spot doing the necessary thing to 
keep the great machine running smoothly : And he 
does it, though he goes to the hospital the next day, 
and to the grave the day after. 
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It is not a characteristic of the Old Canal Man's 
breed to consider consequences: He goes after re- 
sults and lets consequences take care of themselves. 
His judgment sometimes proves to be bad judg- 
ment ; but when his average of results is struck, the 
men at the head of things try to forget his occa- 
sional sprees and sometimes pointed speech. The 
mark of toil is upon him, dhd he is not ashamed of 
it. On the contrary, in his gruffly hearty way he 
takes pride in his gnarled fists and stm-tanned, 
seamy visage. He is fully conscious of his power, 
and sells his brawn at a good price, always to the 
highest bidder, if the job is "on the square." His 
stock in trade is the force that unites oceans and 
spans continents; and if he does this on a diet of 
strong drink and coarse food, it proves the man, in 
his own opinion, and sometimes that of wiser men. 

The Old Canal Man is a gambler bom. He 
sometimes thinks he gambles for gain, as do all 
other inveterate gamblers, who are really toilers — 
men who work. No real gambler works. All pro- 
fessional gamblers treat the very mention of regular 
manual effort with scorn. The Old Canal Man 
gambles because his nature craves the excitement of 
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the game ; the battle of the wits that wages furiously 
when a big "jackpot" is at stake is meat to him, 
and he goes to the fray atingle with the nervous ex- 
citement of the chase. What he seeks is victory — 
always victory; to beat the other fellow — and then 
hand him a gold piece on the sly when he sees him 
leaving the game "cleaned." He can't resist the 
silent appeal of a man who is making a game at- 
tempt to conceal the fact that he is "down and out." 

"Soldier of fortune" is the name his fellow men 
have given the Old Canal Man. Some of them who 
have spent much time in the Tropics, wandering 
from place to place, dub themselves "tropical 
tramps." The word "tramp" is objectionable, be- 
cause it has an ugly significance in many quarters. 
The friends of the Old Canal Man would rather call 
him a soldier of fortune, and let it go at that. For 
he is a soldier of fortune. The fight he fights out- 
ranks in importance the achievements of all the 
wholesale butchers of htmians who have crimsoned 
the pages of history with the blood of their kind, 
from the proud Alexander "The Great" to the 
"Little Corporal." 

The Old Canal Man has come to the canal from 
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the four quarters of the earth, and the good pay, 
comfortable quarters and skilled medical treatment 
he finds in the employ of bountiful Uncle Sam have 
induced him to stay long enough to qualify himself 
for the title of Old Canal Man. And it is thus we 
find him. His views on the canal and the men who 
are "putting the ditch through" are both interesting 
and instructive, and it is good to listen to him, for 
one reason if no other — he is not what is known as 
a "knocker." He knows his own weak points as 
well as he knows his strength — and he wants you 
to forget them, and, in return, he is willing to for- 
get yours and the other fellow's. 
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THE CRAVEN 

Once upon a time there drifted, 
With the crowd that hard luck sifted, 
To the place of bugs and reptiles, 
Where the "huskies'* toiled and swore. 
He of grouch great and growing, 
Wide awake and fully knowing; 
Came to make his home there 
By the deep Pacific's green-clad shore. 
"Tell them,'' wrote the "kicker" swiftly; 
"Tell my friends I'm mighty sore. 
And I'll come back — nevermore." 
Quoth the craven : "Nevermore !" 
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AS IT WAS 

'Way down in Colon town, 
The land of the gambler clan. 
'Way down in Colon town, 
Where they "trim" the roughneck man. 
Where night's turned into day, 
And the "live-ones' " coin goes fast : 
Where the suckers like to play; 
Where the "gringo" hates the past. 
Where mateless men soon mate; 
Where siren's song sounds sweet; 
Where jeering men mock Fate; 
Where siren's life is fleet. 
Where water man ne'er craves, 
And beer the drunkard spurns, 
And adds one to the graves 
When wine his liver burns. 
'Way down in Colon town 
Where Mongol mates with Turk ; 
Where white man's skin is brown; 
Where white-slave traders lurk. 
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THE "ROUGH-NECK" 

Of husky sires and sturdy mothers; 

Bred to give back blow for blow. 
Reared to know no fear of battle ; 

Always breast to breast with foe. 

Brawn their asset ; fear a stranger : 

Life to them is : "Fight or die." 
Rough the mould, rough the "Roughneck," 

Though soft of heart and kind of eye. 

Hardened by the blows of tempests ; 

Nature's wrath their skin hath flayed : 
Forth they stand and laugh defiance ; 

Forth to combat, undismayed. 

Call them "roughnecks;" call them "huskies;" 
Call them that which means a "man," 

And the/U be your friends forever ; 
For they're built on Nature's plan. 
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LAY OF THE "ROUGH-NECK 

"They told me of fevers an' reptyles; 

They told me th' land was a hell, 
An' warned me away from a garden, 

A beautiful flower-clad dell." 

"There's sunshine an' cool early mornin's, 
An' nights full of fragrance an' sleep. 

* 

Now I know why advice is a burden 
That folks ain't willin' to keep." 



"They pass it on to the next man. 

Though his plans need no help from outside ; 
An' he'd rather they'd tell him the good things. 

An' leave him alone to decide." 

"I don't see nothin' I'm scared of ; 

Th' fever ain't come to me, yet. 
Th' reptyles ain't lookin' for trouble — 

Neither am I, you can bet." 

"I get all th' grub I can gobble ; . 
An' th' pay's mighty good, in my mind, 
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I aint kickin' for somethin' to kick at ; 
I aint of the kick-likin' kind." 

"Will we digth' Mitch'? Well, I reckon I 

Th' question's a joke to us all. 
This job aint a big bluff, 'amigo' ; 

Take it from me; nor a 'stall'.' 
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"We're glidin' an' slidin' on nicely, 
'Mid th' toot an' th' hoot an' th' blast; 

An' you'll wake some day an' hear th' world say, 
'Uncle Sam's got th' "ditch" through at last. 
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IN THE LAND OF THE MANGO 

Far away in the land of the mango, 

Where the monkey and 'gator dwell, 

And the bright-eyed lizard basks 'neath the tropic 
sun ; 

Where Anopheles and Red Bug make life a living- 
well! 

And malaria claims its victims, one by one. 

In the land of the dark-skinned maiden. 

Where the "Gringo" buys his love. 

And blue eyes sometimes shine 'neath crispy hair, 

Where the boa-constrictor slumbers in the mango 

tree above ; 
And the panther drags his victim to his lair. 

Where the ever-creeping jungle. 

Moves forward day by day, 

And fights the work of man from sea to sea ; 

Where the cry of the man who toils not 

Is "Pay! Pay! More Pay!" 

And the pickaninnies sport in naked glee. 
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THE "ROUGH-NECK" BREED 

Two "rough-necks" grimly sloshing through the 

Panama Canal, 
Wotting not of falling rain and sticky mud, 
Fell to "cussing," and then joshing, as man to man 

and "pal" to "pal" 
About the rainy season and the flood. 

"To-morrow is Thanksgivin'," quoth the cheerful 

one with joy, 
"Aint ye thankful that ye aint on Ancon Hill ?" 
Said the other, Tm a livin, my frisky, fair-haired 

boy. 
If I 'croak' Uncle Sam will foot th' bill." 

Two "rough-necks," just two "huskies," on the 

Panama Canal, 
Wotting not. of falling rain and sticky mud. 
They're the breed, sweat-soaked and musky, 
Who ask a drink, a sleep, a "gal," 
A "feed" ; and laugh at wind, and rain, and flood. 

23 



Panama Kouglmecit iBallaDs 



"FORWARD, MARCH !" 

Came the soldier from the Army ; 

Came the man of stripes and bars; 
To the "big Ditch" came the soldier, 

Full of plans for strife and war. 

All the "rough-necks" eyed the soldier, 
Eyed him from the front and rear 

They eyed him and they weighed him, 
As they chaffed and quaffed their beer. 

Spake the soldier from the rostrum, 
Spake he sharp, and loud, and clear, 

"You're the Army; I'm the General. 
Now to battle with a cheer." 

"Now forward to Culebra, 

Old Gatun and P. Miguel. 
On, my lads, on to battle ; 

Make the dirt fly ; give 'em hell !" 

On they struggled, ever onward. 
Blasting stone, and earth, and men ; 
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Filling rivers with razed mountains; 
Filling graves with parts of men. 

Blood and bone are mixed with concrete. 

Sweat of brow and grime of toil 
Mark the "rough-neck" as he swelters, 

Weary 'mid the grease and oil. 

Weary flesh, nor fever's terrors 
Halt them as they onward go. 

"Forward! Forward! Ever Forward! 
Is the only cry they know. 
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THE STEAM SHOVEL 

Dig! Dig! Dig! 

All the hot day long. 

Dig! Dig! Dig! 

Is the burden of their song. 

Sweating "husky* ' at the lever, 

Cursing falling rain and fever, 

As the shovel crawls along. 

Dig! Dig! Dig! 

From sea to sea they go. 

Dig! Dig! Dig! 

'Neath the burning sun's fierce glow. 

Coal and water are their muscle ; 

Make the weary firemen hustle. 

Human misery they don't know. 

Dig! Dig! Dig! 

Flesh and bone. Steel and steam. 
Dig! Dig! Dig! 

Roar of blasting. Whistle's scream. 
Ever to their puny master 
Roar the shovels — Faster ! Faster ! 
Muscle! Muscle! Steam! More Steam! 
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"SPICKETY BILL" 

"Bill" Hicks was a steam-shovel man, 
His records gave "Bill" great renown. 

It was great to watch "Bill" tear down a hill. 
As the bucket swung up and came down. 

The "huskies" swore "Bill" was a wonder; 

A marvel of skill in his line. 
He'd swear by the clock as he loaded the rock 

That he'd "rather pull levers than dine." 



The shovel "Bill" loved like a brother. 

To all else his mind was a blank. 
He made his friends "sore" and they openly swore 

That "Bill" was a "loony old crank." 

Now "Bill" hated women like "pizen." 

The sight of one gave him a shock, 
'Till Juancita, petite, in stockingless feet, 

Came to see the "gringoes" "shoot" rock. 

The little brown "spick" gazed in wonder 
Such sights she ne'er had beheld. 
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]Her gaze fell on "Bill," and he felt a great thrill, 
But his case-hardened spirit rebelled. 

It was fun to watch "Bill" as he floundered, 

As the "spick" looked into his soul. 
He was "caught on the hook" as in mad rage he 
shook ; 

And his language was shockingly foul. 



"Bill" swore by the mountains he sundered : 

He swore by the foot and the yard. 
That he'd "stick to his gun, rather than run, 

And, like a brave man, he'd die hard." 

Juancita just smiled at the "hombre ;" 
As he growled and frowned in her face. 

But she knew she had "Bill," and simply stood still, 
As his high-sounding talk grew apace. 

In "poco tiempo" "Bill" felt rather sorry. 

From his seat he climbed to the ground. 
"Como'stah," he said ; and he grew awful red, 

"Mighty glad to see you 'round." 

Juancita was flattered and flustered. 
"Muy bien, senor," she replied. 
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Thus met she and "Bill*' on the side of the hill, 
And the love that .they knew never died. 

As "Spickety Bill" from that meeting 
He was known all over the "line." 

"Bill" stuck to the "gal" and made her his "pal," 
And said she was "dandy and fine." 

One day "Bill" was breaking a record. 
When hell "cut loose" in his front. 

We found poor "Bill" on top of the hill, 
As he "cashed in his checks" with a grunt. 



We buried poor "Bill" Hke a Christian, 
With the others that died by the blast. 

Juancita was there, all grief and despair. 
Praying for "Bill" low and fast. 

Now "Bill" was a hardened old sinner. 
Who didn't know women's soft ways ; 

But the "spickety" "gal" he took for a "pal" 
Sheds tears where he lies — and prays. 

There's more like "Bill," old-timer; 

Helping to dig this big hole, 

Who'll go swearing away, day after day, 

'Till some woman looks into their soul." 
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*'MRS. MAC-DASHER" 

"Happy the lot of the man who is married. 
With nice little house and furniture free ; 

Awful the lot of the chump who has tarried, 
And turned from the road to fee-lici-tee." 

"Single men think to be free is a pleasure, 

And go and come as they will ; 
But here in the Zone a woman's a pleasure, 

And rich Uncle Sam foots the big bill." 

A "husky" thus mused as he thought of the pleasure 

Of life in a house, "type 70-'steen;" 
With no rent to pay, and no coal to measure ; 

So he schemed a wild and villainous scheme. 

He hied him away to the haunts of the Sirens, 
And picked out a beautiful fancy-free maid; 

Like a fish on the land, she disliked her environs, 
And balked for a time, but finally stayed. 

It was "Mrs. Mac-Dasher, who came by the 
steamer ; 
Just down from the ^States,' late yesterday" ; 
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But the lady next door, when she had seen her, 
Decided at once to move far away. 

The "gumshoe** soon "spotted** the whole situation, 
And chuckled with glee as he quietly spoke : 

"We'll go, 'Dotty' dear, to the near railroad station. 
This certainly is a rich little joke." 

The "husky," a victim of deep meditation, 
Received this message by two o'clock mail : 

"We think it is time you took a vacation ; 
Let us know by return when you can sail." 

• 

He took the vacation, without hesitation. 
And sailed on the boat leaving next day. 

This cable then came : "Send in resignation ; 
We mail you to-morrow a draft for your pay." 
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"JACK" IN PANAMA 

Note — ^A deep-water sailor was "touched" in our 
town last night. 

"Jack" ashore, for fun galore, 

Is a sight you often see ; 
A tale rU tell of a heavy "swell," 

If you'll harken unto me. 

He fell in love with an octoroon. 

Ye ho ! me lads, Ye ho ! 
She told a tale 'neath the silvery moon. 

Ye ho ! me lads. Ye ho ! 
Her sails were neat, and her lines were trim. 

Ye ho ! me lads, Ye ho ! 
Her voice was soft, and her hand was slim. 

Ye ho ! me lads. Ye ho ! 

She wasn't slow, and told him so. 
When he wanted to go. 

Ye ho ! me lads, Ye ho ! 
He reached below, and felt for his *dough/ 

Ye ho ! me lads. Ye ho ! 
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He hadn't a cent, and the air was rent 
Ye ho ! me lads, Ye ho ! 

He roared and howled, and bawled and yowled. 

Ye ho ! me lads, Ye ho ! 
How she did the trick, in manner slick. 
Made the poor old "jack-tar" sick. 

Ye ho ! me lads, Ye ho ! 
He weighed his "hook," and the lady he "shook." 

Ye ho ! me lads. Ye ho ! 
Alas, poor "Jack;" he'll never come back. 

Ye ho ! me lads. Ye ho ! 

When last seen he was headed cast-north-east, 
bound for some channel that would lead him back 
to deep water. 
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THE CANAL BUILDERS 

They have come from every nation, 

Every breed in all creation. 

Straight and kinky hair ; 

Swarthy skin and fair. 

White and black, and brown and yellow; 

Some from fever ever sallow ; 

Thirty thousand strong ; 

A hurly-burly throng. 

It's a toiling, broiling legion. 

Representing every region : " 

Every land on earth 

Is their land of birth. 

Every language in creation ; 

Every grade of social station. 

Some rich and some poor : 

From palace ; from moor. 

To the land of green-clad valleys ; 

Painted Janes and gaudy Sallys, 

Where they spend their gold, 

And they soon grow old. 
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Here they find disease that slays them ; 

But its coming ne'er dismays them; 

They're not built that way, 

And they're here to stay. 

'Neath the killing sim they swelter. 

Dodging danger, helter-skelter. 

When the blast's deep roar 

Makes the mountain soar. 

When they don't see coming danger — 

"Good job open for a stranger. 

* Jack' got his to-day ; 

Couldn't get away." 

His check gives name and last rating, 

And they send a letter stating 

All to heirs or friends. 

And the matter ends. 

The Canal is in the forming, 

And there is no time for mourning 

For those who are dead, 

While there's work ahead. 

Screech of whistle; bells' loud clanging; 

Roar of furnace; hammers banging. 

While the river fills 
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With the falling hills. 

Spoil-filled trains forever rushing 

Here and there and sometimes crushing 

Who stands in the way, 

Their quick flight to stay. 

Rumbles like the roll of thunder 

The slide that puts the shovel imder 

Twenty feet of "dirt." 

"Was anyone hurt? 

Dig 'em out ; they'll work to-morrow 

In hell : They don't need your sorrow. 

What's that? Only four? 

Gee f Thought there was more !" 

From coast to coast they sweat and swear : 

From Bay to Bay they fill the air 

With an awful roar 

Like a surf-lashed shore. 

From bronze Columbus and the maid 

On Colon's shore 'neath palm tree's sha(Je 

To Morgan's lair away 

In Panama Bay. 

The journey's long; the journey's rough, 

But go they must, and will ; they're tough- 
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Tough of heart and thigh : 

Go they will— or die. 

They're the brawn of every nation! 

Nature's best from every station: 

The fit here survive, 

Where only fit thrive. 

Cringing weakling nor spineless shirk 

Will e'er be found here ; all must work. 

For Empire they toil 

In an alien soil. 

Unto the end their work will stand, 

And respect of men will command 

In history's pages 

Through passing ages. 

This rough-and-ready, husky crew. 

All stout of heart and strong of thew ; 

To conquer they came : 

They think not of fame. 

But down the ages poets' lays 

Will tell the tale in words of praise. 

How the fight they fought 

For them with peril was fraught. 

And how they fought, and how they died 

In house, on fields on mountainside, 
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Unafraid to go 

When'er fell the blow. 

When stately ships doth safely go 

From sea to sea, the land below, 

Hallowed by their blood, 

Safe will hold the flood 

From sea of East, and sea of West, 

While on the hills their bones will rest, 

Memories of the past; 

Memories of the past. 

The Mongol in his Eastern home 

To Occidental lands will roam ; 

East and West will meet, 

And each other greet 

In grim Ctilebra's rock-bound gorge. 

As the ships from sea to sea forge 

Past the hills, all green, 

And the graves, unseen — 

Unseen, but forgotten, never! 

Those for whose land they fell ever 

Green their graves will keep ; 

Green their graves will keep. 
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THE LIAR 

I sigh for the future ; 

I sigh for the past ; 
I sigh for the countless 

Dies I have cast. 

I sigh for the gambler ; 

I sigh for the thief; 
For those poor weak mortals 

I am sloshing in grief. 

» 

The poor and afflicted 

My sympathy win, 
And I pray for poor devils 

Who are dying in sin. 

The man who has married 
A tongue a foot long 

Could swim in my tears 
All the day long. 

But my tears will not flow. 
Nor my sympathy glow ; 
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Nor can I sigh, 
Hard as I try 
When a human male 
Without hair or tail 
Is killed for a gossipy lie. 

The victims of liars 

Are martyrs of Fate, 
Destroyed without mercy 

By trickery and hate. 

Like the tropical fungus 

That poisons and slays. 
So is the liar 

In nature and ways. 

He thrives in the "ditch/* 

In office and field ; 
His mask hypocrisy ; 

Friendship his shield. 

God knows we are trying 

By muscular might 
And mental straight-living 

To do what is right. 
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''CUT IT OUT" 

"He's got abscess of the liver," 
Said the doctor with a sigh. 

"He's got abscess of the liver, 
And he'll very likely die." 

"Abscess of your 'granny' ;" 

Roared the "roughneck" from his bed. 
"You've got abscess of the 'cocoa' ! 

An' you'll croak before Fm dead." 



"It's an operation 'pronto,' 

Which means right away, me son." 
Quoth the Doctor as he eyed him; 

"And the odds are ten to one." 

"Ten to one you won't pull through it. 

The last time you were here 
You said you'd 'cut' the whisky, 

And stick to good old beer." 

"Now you've got it in your liver, 
And we've got to cut it out." 
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Cut out then/' roared the "rough-neck," 
"Cut it out! Cut it out! Cut it out!" 



When they laid him on the table 

He soon began to shout. 
His roars were awe-inspiring. 

"Cut it out! Cut it out! Cut it out!'' 

They patched him back to labor ; 

And now he goes about 
Roaring at all boozers," 

"Cut it out! Cut it out! Cut it out!" 
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* WHERE'S TH' DAMAGE?'^ 

"Rain an' sun ; sun an' rain, 

With showers in between. 
Rain an' sun ; siui an' rain. 

In a land that's always green." 

/Th' water falls in rivers; 

Th' sun shines hot above, 
An' you're fightin' with th' shivers; 

Too full of aches to move." 

"First you think you're f reezin' ; 

Then loudly call for ice; 
An' you're coughin' an' you're sneezin', 

On th' way to Paradise." 

" 'You've got a touch of fever ; 

You'll be O. K. in a week/ 
Doc's a clever old deceiver ; 

Soothes you when you want to shriek. 
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Your head's a roarin' furnace ; 
You don't care when you go. 
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Th' 'Doc's' there with th' solace, 
Keepin' down th' fever's glow." 

"When you lay adreamin', 
With th' buzzin' in your ears, 

An' your hazy brain is schemin' 
It's th' smilin' nurse that cheers." 

"Rain an' sun; sun an' rain, 
An' th' fever now an' then — 

Where's th' damage if your pain 
Makes you love your fellow men ?" 
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THE BATTLE 

"We're movin' mountains; 

We're filHn' streams, 
We're movin' hell an' earth. 

It seems." 

" Th' "ditch" is growin'/ 

We often hear. 
We can't see't grow ; 

We're here." 

"Th' job's a battle; 

We've paid our toll. 
Th' blast wipes out all but— 

Th' soul." 

"Who knows how many ? 

They'll never tell. 
They didn't stop to say 

Farewell." 

"We count th' yardage, 
An' print it, too. 
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There ain't no list of killed' ; 
T'won't do/ 

"We're movin' mountains; 

We're fillin' streams, 
It's rest we need — ^an' not 

Bad dreams." 
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"WE'RE DIGGIN' TH' 'DITCH' TOGETHER" 



V 



Who's diggin' th' "ditch" ?' asks th' clerk. 
" 'Who's keepin' th' wheels turnin' round ? 
Who's doin' th' important work ? 
To whom will th' credit redound ?' " 

" I'm diggin' th' "ditch"/ says th' clerk. 

" * 'Tis I they all come to see. 
Without me they'd stop th' work. 

When they say "There he goes," that's me.' '' 

"Mr. Qerk you're O. K. in your place ; 

You die of th' fever like me. 
In th' hospital ward you're a 'case/ 

Like a fish is a fish in th' sea." 

"Now tell me, old pal, straight an' plain ; 

I'd like to have it made clear. 
By th' power of your clever brain, 

How many yards did you dig last year?" 

"Now don't think I'm knockin' ; I aint. 
Th' climate's th' thing, after all. 
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You don't make no complaint ; 
An' I never knew you to *crawl. 
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We're diggin' th' "ditch" ' sounds better. 
* We're makin' th' wheels turn round ; 
We're doin' th' important work. 
An' to US will th' credit redound.' " 
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"SERGEANT SNOOKERS, OF THE Z. 

'FLEECE' " 

Twas Sergteant Snookers of the Z. "P'lecce." 

"Wake-up an' sign yer name ! 
Yer drunk, ye lout ! Ye broke th' peace I 

Ye put th' force to shame !" 

"Ye ain't respectable ; ye itisolent man ! 

It's an awful example ye set. 
Ye always get 'soused' whenever ye can. 

I'll tie a 'can' to ye yet." 

"These are th' charges ye'U have to face : 

Blind drimk an' off your beat. 
Don't answer me back ; ye've gone th' pace ; 

Ye can't stand on yer feet." 

"Look at me; I'm a self-made man; 

When I was only a 'cop,' 
It was my ambition, when I began. 

To, somehow, reach th' top." 

"I pride myself that I know th' law, 
An' th' regulations, too. 
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My record is clean — without a flaw ; 
C'n I say th' same of you?" 

The "copper" yawned ; he was feeling "sore" ; 

"Excuse me, sor," he said, 
"Th' tale yez tell Fve heard oft' before ; 

Yez c'n go an' soak yer head !" 

"Yez son-av-a-this, and yez son-av-a-that ! 

*Beat it 'while yez ca-a-n ! 
Out uv me sight, ye blitherin' gnat, 

Or oi'U show yez who's th' ma-a-n !" 

'Twas Sergeant Snookers, of the Z. "P'leece," 

A bit of a man, for that. 
His rule was iron, and he'd won renown. 

He swallowed his rage and spat. 

The "buck" was private Terence O'Shay, 

Who'd rather fight than eat. 
He'd fight his fight or say his say, 

As he proudly walked his beat." 

I'll *can' ye now, ye drunken bum !" 
The outraged sergeant cried, 
"Yer soaked with rotten beer an' rum !" 
O'Shay turned over and sighed. 

SO 
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The charges went in, and the 'can' came out ; 

Terence O'Shay was pleased. 
" 'Twas th' on'y way to bring it about ; 

At last oiVe been released." 

Thus spake Terence, the foxy ''Mick," 
As he swiftly packed his trunk, 

" 'Twas, oi know,* a low-down thrick 
To make him think me dhrtmk." 

'Twas Sergeant Snookers, of the Z. "P'leece, 

Self-made and hard to beat. 
He made himself, but the "bucks" agreed 

The job was not complete. 



» 
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OLD CHAGRES 

High o'er the Andes' towering crest 

The Storm King lined his hosts ; 
Came from out of East and West ; 

Swept from coast to coast 
Frowning legions, thunder-borne, 

Aflash their charging fore. 
O'er the land flashed the storm; 

Old Chagres' sullen roar 
Down the valley to the plain 

Came rumbling on, riunbling on. 
High rose the flood o'er man-made bar; 

The digger left his post, 
And sent the warning near and far 

That lives might not be lost. 
High o'er the works came rushing flood ; 

The toiler army swore, 
As on the heights it powerless stood, 

Mocked by Old Chagres' roar. 
An army thirty thousand stror^ ; 

Steam monsters at their beck ; 
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A fretful, swearing, helpless throng; 
Their mighty force a wreck. 

Then ceased the thunder ; shone the sun : 

Fled onward to the sea 
Surly Chagres, the battle won ; 

It's murmur seemed of glee. 

It mocked the toilers on its way. 
And tossed their dead ashore ; 

They found the victims of its play, 
And looked, and softly swore. 

As swiftly went as swiftly came the flood; 

The Army swarmed below ; 
The toll was paid in gold and blood, 

As conquered pay to foe. 

Thus Chagres toys with might of man. 
Unchained, but soon to feel 

It's mighty, all-invading span 
Gripped by stone and steel. 

Grim the battle, and high the toll. 
But man the victory gains. 

He bows and gives the brute its dole- 
Then binds the beast with chains. 
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SAXON DAN 

A mighty man of Saxon breed 
Was "roughneck" Dan McCree, 

Whose thews were f: uit of sturdy seed; 
A friend in time of need. 

A chef was Dan ; his daily task 
To "feed" a hundred "Turks;" 

He gave no favors; none would ask. 
He knew every man on the works. 

Some hated Dan, but feared his might; 

They felt his stunning blows ; 
But while Dan calmly slept one night 

They talked about their woes. 

They raged and swore, and swore again^ 

And made an ugly plan. 
They swore they'd terminate the reign 

Of husky Saxon Dan. 

Castile's proud sons the "ditch" to dig 
Had come, they roundly swore ; 
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They shook their fists — "the Yankee pig!" 
Dan answered with a snore. 

Next day they came, a surly crew, 

To eat their noonday meal. 
Dan saw the looks, and then he knew 

His wrath they'd have to feel. 

They lost no time; they hurled the lie, 
And rushed big Dan McCree. 

Dan knew he'd have to "do or die"; 
He roared a roar of glee. 

Dan seized a chair and raised it high 

And laid two f oemen low ; 
His eyes were red; his lips were dry; 

His breath came quick and low. 

Again they charged — and met the chair ; 

The blows fell thick and fast ; 
"Come on, ye dogs ; V\\ fight ye fair," 

Roared Dan "until the last !'' 

The battle raged; the camp rushed nigh; 

Dan's bloodstained foes came on. 
Again he raised the chair on high; 

The fight was nearly won. 
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Again they came, now twenty strong, 
With clubs, and plates, and knives ; 

A maddened, bloody, cursing throng. 
Now fighting for their lives. 

The Saxon giant, like Goth of old 

With war-club slew the foe. 
By force of might and courage bold. 

Laid twenty foemen low. 

The last weak charge ; the work was done ; 

They fled with shrieks of fear. 
To henceforth like the devil shun 

The monster in their rear. 

Thus Dan McCree, a Saxon bold, 

Away down in the "Zone," 
In battle fair, with leg of chair 

Laid twenty foemen prone. 

Now they love him, his praise they sing ; 

Big Saxon Dan McCree. 
He won the day ; they crowned him King, 

Under the Mango tree. 
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THE GIRL HE LEFT BEHIND 

Her eyes were black as raven's wing, 

Her lips as red as wine ; 
Her form would make a poet sing 

Of queenly grace divine. 

The "roughnecks" raved and swore they'd win 

A smile — ^Aye, more ! A kiss ! 
Though she a Princess Royal had been, 

And not a bashful miss. 

Her arms were brown; her cheek was soft. 

And soft her voice, and sweet; 
She smiled; the "roughnecks" shyly coughed; 

Their glance fell to her feet. 

Her hose? "au naturel" my lad! 

"Au naturel" her hose ! 
No silk around her form she had. 

She did not run to clothes. 

Fresh from the hills she glided in ; 
Fresh from the bush, and pure ; 
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Her breath was sweet ; she knew no sin, 
Nor practised any lure. 

Her glance fell on a '"roughneck" bold ; 

His tools fell from his hands ; 
You know the rest. The tale is old. 

They did not post the bans. 

He left the "ditch'' and sailed away, 

She waited long and pined. 
She prays for his return each day-^- 

The girl he left behind. 
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TELL "THE COLONEL 

Have you got a "kick" to make ? 

Tell "The Colonel." 
When the rules you badly break, 

See "The Colonel." 



Have they "canned" you on the run ? 

Tell "The Colonel." 
Tell the tale of what they've done 

To "The Colonel." 

Are they working you too hard ? 

Tell "The Colonel." 
Are you falling in the discard? 

See "The Colonel." 

Do they want to cut your pay ? 

See "The Colonel." 
He will hear all you say, 

Will "The Colonel." 

Is the menu "out of whack ?" 
Tell "The Colonel." 
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The outrage he'll attack. 
Will "The Colonel." 

Is the Commissary bad ? 

Tell "The Colonel." 
If you tell him he'll be glad 

Will "The Colonel." 

Is your leave overdue ? 

See "The Colonel." 
"They'll know better when they're through 

With "The Colonel." 



When you're loaded down with grief, 

See "The Colonel." 
He will give you quick relief, 

Will "The Colonel." 

Pass your sorrows and your woes 

To "The Colonel." 
He will "understand"; he "knows," 

Does "The Colonel." 

He is here to join the seas, 

Is "The Colonel" 
And he always tries to please. 

Does "The Colonel." 
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If you always act the man 
With "The Colonel," 

He will help you, if he can. 
Will "The Colonel." 



All the "roughnecks" doff their "lids" 

To "The Colonel." 
He's their "daddy" ; they're the "kids" 

Of "The Colonel." 

That's the secret of the thing, 

Yankee Nation! 
Brotherhood I the song I sing, 

Yankee Nation. 
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TO THE "BIG DITCH 
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Take your toll, you hungry devil ! 

Open wide your brutal maw. 
We'll fight you on the level : 

We know Compensation's Law. 

Into your rockbound "gut" we timiblc, 
Hurried by a careless hand, 

When the blast's death-laden rumble 
Smites us where we stand. 

You don't ask our name or number 
When you take us to your breast. 
Where forever we shall slumber; 

• 

Where forever we shall rest. 

It's the price that we are paying ; 

It's the toll we gladly pay : 
We don't think of Fate's hand staying 

Long enough to let us pray. 

Prayers for those who think of living 
Only for the love of life. 
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Death quickly comes to men while giving 
Blow for blow in earthly strife. 

Take your toll, then, but in taking 
You but bend beneath our heel. 

YouVe our servant in the making; 
You shall some day bear our keel. 
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"WHEN TH' ^DITCH' IS DUG" 

"When th' Mitch' is dug, Til tell you what 

I think ril go and do ; 
ril buy a little farm and build 

A little home for two." 

"Fvc lived a life of single bliss; 

My wild oats I have sown ; 
I think th' time has come for me to 

Have my *home sweet home.' " 

"For four years now I've held th* job, and 

IVe put away some green. 
There is no game I have not played, nor 

A 'sight' I have not seen." 

"You get my drift ? I hope you do ; I 

Mean you. Bachelor man! 
Get spliced ; you'll find it lots more fun 

Than your lonely Eveless plan." 

"I've got th' girl, the coin ; th' time 
Will come when she makes th' sign — 

And then a quick shift from th' *ditch' to 
Th' arms of baby mine." 
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THE PRICE OF EMPIRE 
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Vm winged, ye say ? You*re jokin', pal ; 
Th' tnixup sure was great ! 
I seen her, hell-bent, comin' on. 
An' pulled up hard — ^too late !" 



"Easy, pal ; just stand away : "I'll 

Walk home ; I live right near. 
Taint nothin*; just a few hard raps; 

Help me up lads, an' then stand dear." 

"Ye can't git up BiU ; just lay still." 

"Old Jim," the "Con," spoke low. 
"Th' hell I can't git up!" roared Bill; 

"I'll damn soon let ye know !" 

With mighty blows he shook them off — 

Half rose, his eyes aflame: 
"God! I am winged!" he shrieked: "Oh, Lord! 

Then sank to earth again. 

'Twas the toll of the "Ditch" he paid— 
The Railroad Man's full share. 
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Paid in an alien land and clime, 
'Neath tropic sun's full glare. 

So paid the toll, white, black and brown, 

A mighty goal to gain. 
Down through the years the conflict raged. 

Nor fought these men in vain. 

A mighty Nation, by their deeds. 
Stands girthed from sea to sea. 

And high o'er their graves proudly waves 
The Emblem of the Free. 
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"AN' TH' LOVE I'LL GIVE WILL BE TRUE" 

"I've taken my women like drinkin', 
An', like drinkin', they've taken me. 

Some I've taken 'thout thinkin' 
Of what th' result might be." 

"Th' slatterns I've fondled an' petted ; 

Th' beauties I've held in my arms. 
For both alike I have fretted. 

While praisin' their dubious charms." 

"Th' love that I gave them was sometimes 
Like blasts from th' hot pits o' hell ; 

An' when I dropped them th' hot times 
Soon shattered old Love's magic spell." 

"Their shrieks in my ears are still ringin' ; 

Their curses made my blood run cold ; 
Their rage, like a whiplash, was stingin', 

When I stopped a-givin' 'em gold." 

"There's a kind of woman, they tell me, 
Though I aint met one of 'em yet, 
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Whose love is pure, an' whose lives are free 
From things that my kind can't forget." 

"Maybe, some day, when th' game grows tame, 
An' th' good that's in me cuts through, 

I'll find one willin' to take my name. 
An' th' love I'll give will be true." 
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THE SAD FATE OF ANOPHELES LIZ 

Anopheles Liz was whetting her lance 

On the edge of an Isthmian pool. 
Waiting for Fortune to give her a chance 

To slay a man with the awful tool. 

From a fever-wracked cheek she flew that day ; 

By a hair's breadth she just saved her life. 
She chuckled with glee as she sailed away, 

Licking the blood from her keen-edged knife. 

The germ of the fever, a billion strong, 
Formed in her midst in battle array. 

They bred other billions; an awful throng; 
Their mission on earth mankind to slay. 

The germ-laden blood from the fevered cheek 
Nourished Old Liz and her countless brood. 

She laid her eggs in a bend of the creek. 
Safe from the current in time of flood. 

A wandering breeze blew Liz back that way, 
And the sight she saw made her giggle, 
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In the pool she saw her children at play. 
Tickled was she to see them wriggle. 

On the edge of the pool she spied a man, 
Who swore aloud and inwardly boiled. 

He swore aloud, then from an old tin can, 
The pool in the bend he quickly oiled. 

As each little Wriggler came up for breath. 
The pill they swallowed then did the trick. 

Liz wept as each one closed its eyes in death ; 
The sight of the slaughter made her sick. 

Bereft of reason ; her heart full of dread ; 

To flee at once was her only wish. 
But she slipped from her perch, and downward sped 

Into the maw of a watchful fish. 
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BILL'S RELAPSE 

"Ditch" foreman Shay puckered his brow 
As he gazed at his "gang" one day ; 

For he really did not know how 
To tell them what he had to say. 

Twas plain to see Shay was in grief; 

He scratched his chin and pulled his hair. 
The word had come from the "Big Chief" 

That at his "gang" he must not swear. 

"Ye sons o' Castile soap !" he roared : 

"Ye pack o* burglarious crooks ! 
Th* whole o' ye aint worth your board. 

rU scratch yer names fr'm me books!" 

The sons of Castile yawned and smiled 

At "Bill," as they smoked, joked and chaffed. 

It drove the wrathful "roughneck" wild 
When at his ire the whole "gang" laughed. 

"Ye pirates! jailbirds! sons o* swine!" 
Inwardly swore the wrathful "Mick." 
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Then, with plain castigious design. 
His eye sought the haft of a pick. 

With the haft through the "gang" he deft 

His furious, head-bruising way ; 
Smiting lustily right and left. 

He scorned to give them time to pray. 

Upon the saints to lay "Bill" low 

Called as they sped from him who could. 

"Bill" roundly swore with every blow 
The exercise would do him good. 

"Bill" cleared the field, then swore and swore ; 

The sad jokers gazed from on high. 
His might they felt ; their heads were sore. 

"Bill" walked from the "ditch" with a sigh. 

They transferred "Bill" that very day. 
He was given ten days "to rest." 
Tis hard," he mused, "to lose me pay, 
When I know that I've done me best." 
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"ON VELVET" 

"He pays us good money an' keeps us in health, 
An' each year gives us six weeks of play. 

Since comin* down here we're roUin' in wealth ; 
I like it so well I think I'll stay." 

« 

*lt's nice to be coddled, an' pampered an' paid 

To let Uncle Sam keep you alive. 
Yes, rU stay for a while, I think I have said : 

Carefully nurtured, I know FU thrive." 

"Bedded an' boarded, I wot ftot of dull care. 

To ease my lot Uncle Sam doth strive. 
Most carefully doctored ; nursed by lassies fair ; 

Yes; I am certain I'll quite survive." 

"There's nothin' I want I can't have right away ; 

Candy, ice cream, roast turkey an' pie. 
I'm stumped how to make th' Old Uncle say nay. 

He's scared half to death, afraid I'll die" 

"I've been kicked by a mule an* goared by a bull ; 
Struck by an engine ; shot by a blast. 
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My legs have been broken ; fractured my skull. 
It makes me weep to think of th' past" 

"But now Fm *on velvet' ; th' sad days are o'er ; 

'Easy Street/ 'Cinchville/ is my address. 
Dull care is a stranger ; I worry no more. 

That's about all — ^an' ee-nough, I guess" 



THE END. 
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